36S                    CONTARINI FLEMING:

c Let me fly, let me fly to him instantly 1' I felt the
horrors of imprisonment; I wrung my hands, and stamped
from helplessness. There was a packet. I opened it; a
lock of rich dark hair, whose colour was not strange to me,
and a beautiful miniature, that seemed a portrait of my
beloved, yet I gazed upon the countenance of my mother.

CHAPTER XV.

THBEE was yet a letter from my banker which I long neg-
lected to open. I opened it at last, and learned the death
of my remaining parent.

The age of tears was past; that relief was denied me. 1
looked up to Heaven in despair. I flew to a darkened
chamber. I buried my face in my hands; and, lone and
speechless, I delivered myself up for days to the silent agony
of the past.

END   OF   THE   SIXTH PART